Shrouded  in  darkness 

Wandering  alone, 
Shut  out  from  the  sunlight, 

I  cannot  but  moan 
For  light glorious  light,— 

To  enable  me  to  be 
A  Co-laborer  with  all, 
•     Independent  and  free. 

I  was  once  all  that, 

But  at  a  great  jubilee 
Of  national  success 

Or  a  political  victory, 
I  was  torn  and  disfjgured. 

A  poor  blind  man  for  life, 
Thrown  weak  and  dependent, 

Into  the  hands  of  my  wife. 

No  more  to  be  independent 

No  more  to  be  free, 
To  be  led  through  this  life, 

Is  God's  righteous  decree. 
I  bow  to  his  chastening, 
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But,  oh  !  once  more  to  see 
My  wife  and  my  children  ; 
Twould  be  heaven  to  me. 
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Oh  !  ye  who  with  plenty, 

And  eyesight  are  blessed 
Please  buy  my  appeal, 

For  I'm  sad  and  distressed, 
A  wife  and  three  children 

Appeal  to  my  care, 
And  that  I  may  aid  them 

Is  the  burden  of  my  prayer. 

And  when  in  that  land 

Where  rewards  are  given, 
You  will  find  your  charities 

Well  laid  up  in  heaven  ; 
For  he  when  on  earth 

To  the  blind  gave  sight, 
Will  recompense  those 

Who  to  the  blind  gave  light. 
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